NOT        ACCORDING         TO         RULES

" The line was broken just by our 'phone, and we've
only just discovered it."

" What's the position ? "

" Ammunition practically gone. I don't think 1
can stop the next push. Not seen any infantry, I
suppose ? "

" No . . ."

The Major broke off. Outside the cellar there
sounded the heavy tramp of marching feet. Almost
immediately the figure of an infantry captain loomed
in the doorway.

"Yes ... By God, they're here," the Major
yelled down the telephone without restraint. " Just
arrived. They'll be up there in no time."

The A.C.P.O. acted as guide to the infantry. Just
as he and the infantry captain were approaching the
little headquarters on the slope another Very light
went up, followed by a brief rattle of machine-gun fire.

" Thank goodness you've come," the Machine-Gun
officer greeted them. " That was my last round. I
thought I'd make them a farewell present of it."

In a short while a company of the Blankshires were
taking up positions and mounting anti-tank guns on
the line along the slope that the gallant little force
had held intact throughout the dark perilous hours.
The Machine-Gun officer felt a load of responsibility
drop from his shoulders. It was no longer his show
now. And he wasn't sorry.

The 'phone in his headquarters buzzed. It was
the Major to inform him that the Battery had been
requested to relay a message from M.G. Battalion
Headquarters. They were sending up a reserve
platoon to relieve him at once.

" Look in at the Command Post as you pass," said
the Major. " You've done damn well. And I'd like
to tell you so."
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